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The Tie-Dyed Bandana
Lauren Miller
 My roommate and I were at Urban Outfitters on the 
day I found the bandana. This was before I had boycotted the 
store for selling shirts that say “Eat Less” and “Depression” and 
other horrible things. It was lying on top of a stack of men’s 
t-shirts, out of place. The bandana had pink, blue, lime green, 
and yellow swirled around behind a skinny black design. I 
checked the price: $7.95. I threw it over my arm with the skirt 
and flannel shirt I had already decided on. I found Bridgette at 
the jewelry and started looking at the rings. 
 “What does my thumb ring make you think of?” I 
asked her. I held up my hand to show her the silver ring with 
rose cutouts that I had worn for years. 
 “Honestly?” I nodded in response, and she continued. 
“It makes me think of Brent. I’m not sure why- maybe because 
of the pictures of you two holding hands- but I always think of 
him when I see it.”
 She was right. That ring was the only thing I had held 
on to since my relationship with Brent. After I broke up with 
him, I packed away all of the letters and notes and told my 
mom to throw them away. My hair was a different color, I had 
lost weight, and I dressed and acted differently. I changed ev-
erything when I got rid of him. That was the only way I knew 
how to get better. He was my first real relationship, but he had 
verbally and physically abused me for two years. 
 I picked out a new thumb ring, size eight, and marched 
up to the checkout. I turned on Paramore in the car and we 
screamed along to it. On the interstate, I waited until there 
weren’t any cars behind us and rolled down the window. We 
were going 80mph and the wind rushed loudly by. I threw the 
old silver ring behind the car and watched it bounce like a 
rubber ball until I could no longer see its glint in the sun. 
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I felt positively triumphant, and I even let out a yell. The little 
ring, the last remaining evidence of him, had been like a 
shackle; I was finally free. 
......
 A year later, the bandana was a regular part of my 
wardrobe. I loved wearing it with bright pink lipstick that 
matched the pink in the design. I usually wore it when I was 
working out or when I wanted to hide my greasy hair. I loved 
how the bright colors popped against black clothes. One day 
in March, I put it on in an attempt to look cute but laid back. 
It matched the baseball tee that I wanted to wear. I didn’t want 
to seem like I was trying too hard. It was my crush’s birthday, 
and I was going to his dorm to hang out with him and his 
friends. 
 We ended up going to get weed and parking to smoke. 
My heart pounded with the thrill of possibly getting caught. 
The car was full, so I ended up on my crush’s lap. Bob was 
attractive because he was unattainable. I was a young, naïve 
freshman, and he was an older musician with dreadlocks. He 
always seemed dirty, but in a sexy way. He slipped his arms 
around my waist as the bowl was passed around. It came back 
to us, and he asked if I wanted to shotgun. The car laughed at 
me when I said I didn’t know what that was. For some reason, 
I had no problem being in the car but drew the line at actu-
ally smoking. Instead, I let the sweet smoke drift around me, 
satisfied with a strong second-hand high. Later, Bob invited 
me to stay in his dorm. I started out on the futon, but grad-
ually, by whispered invitations and body language, ended up 
intertwined with him in his awkwardly small twin bed. We 
both pretended I was just there to sleep, and the anticipation 
of who would move first was thrilling. I could hear every noise 
the two of us made. Slowly, achingly slow, he moved his hand 
from behind his head and lifted my chin up to face him. His 
moustache and scruffy beard were a surprising difference
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from the baby-faced teens I had kissed before. As I searched 
for my clothes the next morning with a smug grin on my face, 
I found the tie-dyed bandana lying by my shoes. I decided that 
it was lucky. 
 Two years later, I was packing for a trip to New York 
City with my boyfriend Lewis. The lucky bandana was not as 
vibrant as it once was. The edges were frayed and the fabric 
was thinning in a way that made it soft and pliable. I tossed it 
into my suitcase by habit; I needed something to hold my hair 
when I washed my face, and I would probably wear it out at 
least once. Everything in the fancy minimalist hotel was stark 
white, and when the bandana was tossed on the floor it was 
easy to find. One night after washing my face, I put it on the 
robe hook on the back of the bathroom door. We had two days 
left in the city. 
 Traveling with a significant other tells you a lot about 
that person, and a pregnancy scare tells you even more. 
Unfortunately for us, those things happened at the same time. 
We tried to enjoy this great trip too soon after we thought we 
were almost parents. It’s funny how a negative test ends the 
worry but doesn’t end the stress. Questions like “Well, what if 
it had been positive? What would we have done? What would 
you have done?” were constantly thrown around. They hung 
around like a fly that gets stuck in your room at night, that you 
hear but can’t see. We laughed, rode bikes around the park, 
ran for trains, danced around theatre lobbies—but in every 
moment of silence, there it was, buzzing around.
 In the airport we sat at our gate waiting to board. I 
was going over everything I had packed in my head when I 
realized what I had forgotten. I felt the last of my ability to 
fake being happy escape like a deflating day-old party balloon. 
 “What’s wrong?” Lewis asked.
 I told him it was nothing, just that I had left my 
bandana in the hotel room. He patted my knee, reminding me 
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that I had lots of bandanas. I could have called the hotel and 
asked them to ship the bandana to me, but I decided not to. I 
needed more practice leaving things behind. 
Pierre avec du Chocolat
Abdul Shabazz
